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9% uid Iertham Vobis, wel quid 07/4110 non 2 


Vn me En e fo ſatis ſeio. 


SGE N 


— 


To E Inquiſitor-Ceneral, and Pr wy dent of * Arch 4 
Feat, and the er Corner, at Lucas's Coffee-houſe. 


1 R, having nothing elſe to do, 

We ſend theſe empty Lines to you: 
To you, theſe empty Lines we ſend, 
For. aut ot. News, my worthy Friend: 
In hopes, cer long, ſome Spirit kind 
Will, eicher raiſe à Storm of Wind, 

Or cauſe an Earthquake, or, in tlie Air, 
Embattled Troops will make appear: 

Or produce, ſomewhere, ſome thing new: 
Cauſe Stor ics, wpelller talſe or true, 

To flie about: For, witliout News, 

Our Ears and T ongues are of 10 uſe ; i 
And when there's Hothing to be ſaid, 

Jis better, (ure, that we were dead. 

Good Lord! wt ff lent Times are tlieſe! 
All's Peace a: home: Abroad all's Peace / 
Qur State ſecure: Church out ot Danger! 
D—m it; *rwou'd make one burit wich Anger. 
Not ſo when pious Ana reigned; 

New Things, each Packet, then contaised: 
Then Marlbro* (thundri afar} 
Up-rgus'd us by the Pin o War; - © 

Ard Oxford ( laying alice, ln Gn) 
Rous'd us, much more, by ma hing Nate. 
Then D' Aumont drove 2 rigla/ Hemi Tlade: 
And run his Goods, in Al Grgrader | 
The Pulpits then, were fill Alwith- Tender z 


Each Day, at Court, produge poppe. Wonder. 


The Fleet laid up! Army disbanded, 
And the Pretender — . all — burtardad. 


; A, 
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— AF leaſt, 
Or c\{ehte*l} 


Bur now, the De | a Thing, like this; 
We car, we drink, we ſleep, we — ; 
Grow far as Cooks, grow rich as Jeu 
But what's all this, Sir, without "mach 
No News Sir — let's {ſez — tons has been — 
Theſe twelve long Months no Monſter ſeen-- 
No bloody Murthers Battles none 
And hardly A Fire in the Town 
No Frolick——nay Men ceale to _ on, 
His poor and merry Grace of V 
Diſmal indeed | In fine, my Friend, 
] tear, the World's, jult, at an © EA 


Fear! No! I hope---It this be true, 


We, then, ſhall meer with ſomewhat new. 
But d——-n- thar-filly- Aſs-the-Turk— 

Well --- Alberoni will make Work 

Nor, ſhall we long, I'm ſure, complain, 

Philip will ſend us News, from Spain - 

God bleſs us! ſhouldthe French King die! 

The Czar too! think you he'll lye by? 

Two hundred thouſand Men 

Hb! hie'ttro" Verſia back again -—- 

ht ſome Europæan; 

Ol. ſend his Fleet to invade the eAgean. 

Come come--- This Summer, I foreſee, 

Of ene w Things, will productive be; 

d te preſerve you from the Hips, 

Next May, we ſhall have an Eclipſe. 


And this, thank God, this great event, 
| King GR OA E and's Council can t prevent. 


Beſide | 


Bclides, conſider wel, my F end = 

What things Stargazers, hence, por tend. 

What Wars ! what Famines ! Great Men dead! 

Women of Monſters brought to Bed! 

Well Hang it Maſter, never fear: 

This will be a News-Coining Year. 

May's not far of. No! not one Spark; ; 

We all ſhall then, be in the Dark! 1 

And yet ( alchig* as Dark, as Night,) 

That Day ſhall bring ſirange things to Lig. 
But, Pray S:r, how goes on your md 

Knows ythmicus cught, worth your Naming ? 

Does keen Fabritins, skʒilful Brother ! 

Ste, ſtill, as fat, as any other, 

Into the Millfione, which before ye, 

Grinds, Hourly, ſome pretty Story, 

Into a thouſand Parts, ſo ſmall, 

Art length, they are hardly ſeen, at all. 

Does Maſticator, ſage and wiſe, 

Some worn-out Stuff, anew, deviſe? 

And find The Teimitable Gr ace, 

In all that's ſaid, by Bonnirace? 

Do's ſoft Virgineus ſtill, beguile 

His Hours, by that moſt ſilent ſmile, 


Are ye all ith* Dark, or cam ye Look, 


Wirh which, he aſſents to all, that? Fad > 
Is old Inany alive, or dead 1 
Is Venter ditto? Dall fd Mrry 2 —— 
Whom have ye Voted Dean of Derry? 


Into each Secret of the Duke ? 
Ten, why things, thus long, are deferr'd 2 
And n Mea to be prefgrr'd? 


Tell the = my Friend, and what's to follow, 


And you ſhall be my great "Apolly, 
When, on dry Ground, ſhall People tread, 

F rom Huuth's high Hill, to Holly Head? - 

Wide as the Thames ſhall Life Flow ? 

Amidſt your Bogs, ſhall Spices Grow? 

Say, can a better V R grace 

The D of G s arduous Place? 

Than him, who'i Faction, more Deſpiſe? 

And will the Factious E're be wiſe? 

Will they, To mean ſome. what, be taught? 

Will Quidnunc's, cer, prove 900d for aught ; > 

When wili 47; 'EUST ACE. ceaſe to Charm > 


And Crafty CLODIUS mean no harm? 


But... juſt ar vd one N land Mail ; 
And ſo, in haſt, we Sign and Seal. — 


Dear 
Inquiſior, 8 
| Your, (Cumſociic,) 
1 Me fi Questionkſs,) 
Mai QuetTicnjul, 


And moſt Curious Brethren, 
And Humble Servants, 


N. C, T. U, V. X., I. Z, &&. 
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